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Fozſaken Lals s Lamentation. 
To an Excellent new Tune. 5 Licens'd according to Order. 


F92 their evil evil tongues they are to glib, 
| Q mull take a kiſs and go m way. 
love beſt, King is but a ſilly fancy, 


| H, how tan J be merry oz glad, 
4 02 in my mind contented be; 


- 


- When the bonny bonny Lav whom J 
is banich d out of my Company? it bzings true Lovers into in = 
Tho' he was bantſhd it was fo2 my lake, '* © that J were, and J wich that J were, 
and his true Love J Gill remain; fo2 to ſee my true Love once again. 
De has taus'd me many a night kaz to wake, gg J was a walking thzough the Hall, 
and adieu to my trite Love once again. I cpy'd the twinkling of my Love's eyes ; 
J dare not tome where my Love 1s, © that J were, and J wich that J were 


A dare nor fo to ſpo2t noz play, An the Chamber were my true Love lies · 
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Away fond Fool, call home thy heart, | 
and in thy mind contented be; 


Fos hou ſpend'f thy time, and gets no gain, 


bp vingza Lover that loves not thee. 
It J do ſpend my time in vain, 
oh, it is no loſs to none but me; 
Pl tet it as light as the wavering wind, 
that dally blows from tree to tree, 


Wy Lover ſs lively, tall and young, 
J bad not the power to ſay him nay ; 
The woꝛds of his falſe deluding tongue, 
did ſuddenly ſteal my heart away, 
In deſarts Pl wander fo? his ſake, 
fo2 here J no peace no joy can find; 
My innocent heart J fear it will bzeak, 
betaule he has pꝛoved lo unkind. - 


-  - Fcannot fozget the pleaſing charms, 


which every day he did renew; 
When as J lap claſped in his arms; 
but now J muſt bid them all adieu. 
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J did the delights of Love allow, 


and ffroakedhis locks of curled hair; ; 


Then is he not moſt nngrateful now, 


to leave in grief and deep deſpair? 


Some other young Nymph enjoys my Swatti, 
the which does indeed my glozy blaft ; 


Pet tho? he ſhould kill me with diſdain, 


Il love him os long as life hall lac. 
I languiſh and have not long to bzeathe. 
therefoze Ju wzite my laſt farewel : 
To Phaon J here my heart bequeath ; - 
with whom J did once in pleaſure dwell. 
Unto the Elizium Shades Jll go, 
where hovering Spirits do remain; 


"Repeating their killing griefs and woe, 
who by their hard-hearted Lovers was fan. 


Ok my little Lambs J take my leave, 
and every Creature in the Gzove; 
Young Phaon he won't my Life repzleve, 

therekoze, alas! J die ko; love. 


